knitted and looked up angrily at him from time to
time. When they tried to talk of something else,
she would snap at them.
When Floris took Wijntje home, she clung to his
arm with both hands ; they had to battle against
the fierce wind. In the darkness of Little Houtstraat
the bare branches tossed wildy, crashing and
creaking. It was impossible to talk. But, close to
the gate, she held him back and pulled him with her
behind a tree-trunk where they were sheltered ;
she put her hands on his shoulders and she whispered
that he must not desert her, she would go on helping
him with his difficulties. He put his arm round her
waist and his mouth touched her cheek. The wind
howled, the trees swished beneath the lowering sky,
a branch fell on the ground close beside them. He
started and said that he must get home quickly,
but her cold hands still held him firmly. 'You
mustn't go away/ she whispered again, * something'!!
happen if you do.' When they heard the Tower
clock in the distance, she ran off so swiftly that all
at once she had disappeared from his sight in the
darkness.
The next time he visited her parents, nothing was
said of the incident, her mother looked friendly
again, her father smoked his pipe contentedly and
told them about the time when he was young
himself.
But  it looked  almost   as  though  Blusser  was